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SHANGHAIED AT SEVENTEENBy s"e" A"w
:: Guy Empey

first of a series of twelve articles by the author of "Over the
Top," the best selling book of the year. The remaining arti¬

cles will tell Mr. Empty's experiences during his seventeen months
in the first line trenches of the British army In France, the thrilling
"great adventures" which hundreds of thousands of young Amer¬
icans are about to pass through. The second article, to appear next
Sunday, will be "Horses for France."

BEFORE I tell of my first real ad¬
venture I will give a brief
resume of my 1 if«.
I was born in the SOs, closer

to the bottom than the top. When I
first opened my eyes I breathed the air
of the "Rockies." To be exact, I was

born in Ogden, Utah, on the 11th of
December, 1SS3. My roving started at
the early ag« of four. This was in

Cheyenne, IVyo. I used to play on the

front porch. My mother must have
suspected that T was of a roving' na¬

ture. because she took the precaution
to put a gate across the steps of the
norch with some kind of new-fangled
lock on it. which I was unable to ne¬

gotiate.
I used to work for half an hour at a

time trying to get the gate open, but
without success; in fart, this pot to be
a habit with me until my father npplieu
rhp "slipper" several times. This made

more cautious an«i I worked in se¬

cret. Out in front of our house were
the sand hills of Wyoming. These had
a fascination for me and it was mv
greatest ambition to explore them.
'Jnc momentous morning the grocerv
boy, who was a great friend of mine,
showed me how to work the lock. I
was full of childish glee, when, after

attempts, I found it easy to get
out into the world beyond.
On the morning iu question my lv.otli-

**1:, J"e in chi*rge of th" hired girl
whils she went shopping, it was wash

nly ,KJar,'ian '"<1 not have
much time to look after ine. She, not

t>?. on tlLe b'S secret. j.ut rr.e on
The front porch, thinkinp that I would
n» safe. t malted my chance, and as
»oon as I heard the noise of her scrub-
T

the washlward ;n the kitchen
I availed mjself of the opportunity r.f

W he:! 1 pot out 1,1,0 tlie
.and hill, it was great fun. and I kept
nlowm* forward. After a while I pot
tTl k1"'*1 ;i', tried to retrace mv

steps, bu<. without success, j knew f
Then I <lid what all kid*

hi?,** . ?nder liUe "'rcumstances. I
blubbered for my mother. Pretty soon

on mT along, took compassion
saddle" inH ..e fr?nt of him On his

Cheyenne
* r°de ,:Uo the to.

All the way he was trving to find out
I could answer was

Iv. course, he could not

5 e thi" into "°u>* Empev." He
*"led in'" a saloon, filled with
cowboys and sat me on a l.arrel and
the cowboys crowded around and
seemed to be greatly amused. I tnor-

S Tdi myself for a while, but
tnen began to howl for mv mamma i
must have been a howling" success be-

c^auseeven t h e coif, boys could not stand

saloon ®f,ve m-teverything !n the

v.° '° P'a-V with, but to no avail
My yelling continued.

*

My mother, upon returning home at
about 1 o'clock that afternoon, found
the girl frantic with fright, saying
that I had disappeared. Mv mother

Sh took'pface1".1 a"d a Beneral

I VP remember Is that my father

Tzloon inrt f" faoe' rushed '"to the
saloon and, seeing me, crabbed me iu
his arms and kissed me. He then in
triumph took me home. .v Veat rc"

Was aw*itinS me, and all the

waf a »r«?a£ted me the back" 1

nSiLEr £« °' pro t,m- when the
neignDors left, out camp> t-f>a + j

familiar "slipper." Wh?n I saw

tb?tPlVadei2?IienChed the 8ame Reeling
'*t<r ^hen on a trench raid

bir£2nw%e TvbrT he «:.«
r~f .? *.lre- My father sure had the
Am 8'1,i?er application down to a

b«CM»« 1 Iost a» interest In
many moons.

my fanii'y went to
Richmond. \a. At this place I went to

andi 1''as brou«Tlit up on Me-
£ 5 read^r. This gave m<* v »r?at

"as J3ren!rtihiaan' AU 1 cou!d s«e
* grenadier in a red coat choD-

P^^^e'-icans Into mincemeat.
,

ron» Virginia we migrated to Cana-

T^rk. reaFS later """e !eft for -Vew"

J.nJ!" T°"k I went through public

H.iVt^"?"an-»che^C^,-M?Lv., ^Lprlncipal ot the school.

J^TSiSWV-S ttSSZ

»» %
Henrj'Dana,

«y»" «d dteh?nUrd%dci£F^oTPiB
anAf.? a Uttl^r ^LP- and did so"

C little less than a vea.r'«
sence I again returned to N>w York"
"8HPP^ln ^ro. mi'ulThe
about two wirL^being.worshiped for

Regiment of Brooklyn^nd^oor^h <7th

S2S,tu^'^S?^
IIl.^Vbe-^ivT«iiriS,up^athebS

the -rookie - battleship ^souri.^"

lu^kv I]'r the ".Misery." T was

nm^5 ^8h. ,0 be "n l,er ."hen she

"~. h? Ill.ino,s and nearly foun-

After JiS* ? lUantunamn hay. Cuba,

at v.
g -.nto dr5'd°ck for two weeks

tarwt po« » =
Va" ,ve Ieft for tlle

of Mexico
° Pensato,a' in th* Oult

n ^11 April * -¦ 1904, while on target
affer tnV^T hiJx. an "P'osioi. in the

fn"n Twi
h ki,led thirty-four

in"fact t
}" cscaped wi«i my life;

\vnl sinf ?? s",aslV;<1 UP - little and

Portsmouth, Va.
*aval Hospital at

about'«mfn2Ilclid®d that »'<¦>. "ad hart

s-ot m*>
* ®f my foolishness and

*ncei?std «t °thL NifVy- 1 was hi*hly
aj- this action, so enlisted In

inside £ n Jl"1 States Cavalry. and

rank of
wa's Promoted to the

squadron sergeant major.
I happened to bo fairly good at rou*h

dri"-and. ~nt
,

lth th* second squadron to the James

r0ouM?ntl0n
fr^m the'u-fh Cavalry. and'came hom^
but soon enlisted in the a lth United
* tatea Cavalry, and did duty on the

fill" d"ri"S the :irst trouble
n i..ii j wa.s discharged at San An-
tomo, Tex., returned to Xev, York an.l
^ ent into business for myself TM-a
was a distinct failure. 1 ?ouia not.
wfth?°» w«H J aPP"Cj for a Positk«ii
,1

known detective agency
a.nd after pounding . mv heels i.
ante-room for sevefal week"'now and

lv haSet^.S1\f" a "shadow c^e.- final-
i> had the luck to go before th#» 4Wi<*»4* ..

and jrtth t othef men was sent down
south on a "moonshine- case. 1 n-ot i

liked tlie.amily °f "n,oonshIners" and
liked them very well: in fact. I thought

,

" n'u; h \[f them that when the time
lame to show them up It sort of went

It
* e"* t ,e, frain- and 1 couldn't do it

It edmed like stealing candy from -l

baby. Of course, this fevered my .n-
shed no T,'ar.s,h° detcctire aEency and I

VeVhY?rai,T1jrj1 ^°r a Pos'tion with the
-?,h " Telephone Company. While
of the <TJ.ni> J°'ned 'he mounted scouts

Regiment of Xew Jersey and
went through three maneuver camp?

*
*

Upon the expiration of my term of
service, which was three years, I joined
the mounted scouts of the 71st Regi¬
ment. New Yrfrk.
Then the war broke out and I was

h j'^erne®8 to set into the fight I
had been playing at soldieriSf and

£ rtaJ Zt'r in ,he Cnited States while

wate? . 6°in* oa across the
livl x .^hat ,vaa I to do? I did not

r l.rtnf1,ne'"ral a Ilttle b't. so just
i?ent of thfr " i,'0 get in ,vith a!1

tMs tin f r.
French government. At

this tin,e Trance was buving thousand
of horses in the United Statfs and^hln
Ping them to France for the French
frmy Here was my chance at l2st
CO H !ec®,ive experience stood me in
good stead, and after a lot of mane,,
Bering I finally landed a Job to go over
on a horse ship to try and find out whv

pas^ov'eT"- ^

2? k£I*".. COI*sul. camouflaging" as a r*
Mdian, but it did not work Th^v

cided to1MiSend ma to Ca"ada- 1 .

pay my own way.

n»2f,e« r 1 met an officer of the Ca-
5m ^ and he told me that If I

in a training «mpTorUat^ellt^lx't?
tnra,nrd°B^di;erin my -«"»'on l"

4^Ha^-d
into unl?oUra a.dUrio°se up'Vo"th^fi^8
you do not wait to iLh? I li" Ssht
T°hlsdnde^ef0re- and 1 W' veA-neAho,^
z&sr.srsr^ss.'sur
wounded4 SfaY i'^a.1 d^c'ha^
.-Physically unfit for further S'L"
But'?'1 °am® back to th« old U 1? V
In publfo schoof T?1 ^Vhr"'

CbSto Unger.Me<k' AX^SS
BUI was full of wild ideas -tkI

schemes. He had the "get-rich-'QuicF"
mania. About every two w«ek« L
would call us aside and in a mysterious

^^^^^^^^^.WTie^o^et^rich quick

carefully work out the details of how

trnHirOCCe<3' ^hen* banK-' Bin would in-

fe?e?tefro,n th1" project absolutely dif-
lerent from the preceding one. When
ve asked him what became of his won-

Ve ki P^°Pos?ition of two weeks atro

rirmV s? ffly toW us that unforeseen

v/n7^an<le8.which no could pre-had interfered. Then he would un-

roll another wild dream of fortune. And
so It went on; one scheme after an¬
other vanishing In smoke, until we be¬
came very skeptical. Personally. I had
no faith in any of Rill's daydreams,
but 1 admired, and perhaps envied, his
spirit of adventure; so at last I decided
that I would take a chance, success or
no success.
One night Bill came around to the

house with four tickets for a blood and
thunder war play entitled "Cuba's
Vow." His brother was playing the vil¬
lain. This play greatly impressed me;
in fact, from the first act to the last
the footlights were gushing blood, love
and adventure.and rotten acting. Bill's
brother was awful.
Bill was a pretty good judge of human

nature, lie had taken us to this play to
get us worked up to a pitch of enthu¬
siasm, and thus getting us in the proper
frame of mind, he could unroll his
latest scheme.

j(e

That night, after the show, he pro¬
posed a trip to South America, which
took our breaths away. We were to
run away and ship on a tramp steamer
for a passage of about nine months
With the money thus earned we were to
equip ourselves and start out for Port
Union. Costa Rica, and go into the cof¬
fee plantation business. We all fell for
this and took a solemn vow to stick.
The scheme especially appealed to me

because here was my chance to follow
Dana in his "Two Years Before the
Mast." The next day. after sleeping it
over, Charlie and Jim decided that there
was more money in New York, and re¬
fused to go. I admit I had a sinking sen¬
sation in the pit of my stomach when 1
viewed the proposition in the sunlight,
but I stuck. Then Bill and I made a
tour of the docks in New York, trying to
find the ship we wanted. We fell in
with several "boarding masters." These
men infest the water fronts of large cities
and are nothing but bloodsuckers preying
on sailors, one of these parasites took
us on board an old tramp steamer lying
in Erie basin, called the Cushko. Here
we met the steward, a "lime juicer."
John Royal-Minns, "with the emphasis on
the hyphen. The wonderful tale of ease,
luxury and "getting paid for seeing the
world" stuff that the steward and the
boarding master unrolled before our eagei
eyes carried us into the seventh heaven
of expectation. This was 5 o'clock in the
afternoon. The ship was to sail at 3:10
the following morning, but they did not
tell us this.
The steward said tjiat we were just the

two that he wanted, there being vacancies
on the ship for second steward and second
cook. He suggested that we sleep on the
ship that night, and then in the morning
after seeing what it was like, we could
ro home and decide whether we wanted
to ship or not. I demurred at this, be¬
cause I had to go home first, so he gave
Bill and me permission to go, but said we
had to get back at midnight. We hurried
home and on the sly I packed a grip with
my belongings.
That night I exploded a bombshell in

the family. After dessert had been
served, puffed up with importance, I de¬
clared: "Weil. I'm going to South
America." A barrage of laughter rippled
around the table. This got me sore, and
I shut up like a clam.

It was February, and very cold. About
7 o'clock that night a great storm came
up and tlie streets were soon covered
with sleety ice. T turned into bed with
lny clothes on. Bill was to notify me at
10 o'clock by throwing pebbles against
the window pane in my room. Every time
I looked out into the street and saw that
howling blizzard, a picture of a ship wal¬
lowing in a trough of the sea constantly
came before my mind-and I shivered, and
ray enthusiasm dropped to zero. I could
not take my eyes away from the clock.
It was an agony of intense waiting, sim¬
ilar to that when, later in the trenches.
I kept looking at my wrist watch, waiting
for 4 o'clock in the morning, when we
were to go "over the ton" in a charge
Oh, how 1 wished that Bill would change
his mind!
About five minutes to 10, crack! crack

came a couple of rabbles against th-
window pane, sounding like the crack
of bullets on the western front. With
my shoes in one hand and my grip in
the other. I softly tip-toed downstairs,
put on my.shoes and heavy overcoat and
opened the front door. I was greeted bv
a rush of wind, snow and sleet. Bill
looked like a snow man.
We plowed through the blizzard, got

on a trolley car and reached Erie Basin
at a quarter to 12. went up the gangplank
and reported to th*-1 steward.
Th* ship looked like an ice nala^e. You

could hear the creaking of winches and
the straining of cables, and could
dark forms sliding- and hear cursintr on
the slippery decks under the glow o?
the cargo lights.

*
* *

The steward greeted us very cordially
and I thought him the finest man I had
ever met. Bill was shipped as second
steward, and I got the billet of second
cook.
My "glory hole" was aft on the main

deck, while Bill slept amidshios. I piled
into a little two-by-four bunk and was
soon fast asleep. I had a horrible
dream; a giant had me by the heels and
was swinging me around his head, try¬
ing to dash my brains out against the
side of the ship.

I awoke in terror. The "glory hole"
seemed to be looping the loop, and 1
«'t*uld hear heavy thuds as Immense waves
broke against the tide of the ship, the
water hissing and rushing around the port
hole. Reaching for the electric button T
turned on the switch. An awful mess
met my eves. The deck of my room was
awash. The grip and all my belongings,
which I had unpacked before turning in,
were swishing and washing on the de« k.
now in this corner, now i;» that. The
ship was rolling like a leg in the trough
of the sea. I held on to the sides of mv
bunk in terror. A wave would smash
against my door and water would pour
in through the cracks. I felt deathly sick
and I thought I was going to die. I was

experiencing my first touch of seackk-
ness.
About six bells in the morning ("

o'clock) the door opened, and there,
standing in the opening was a huge
Swede, encased in oilskins. The icy blast
sent a cold shiver through me. I won¬
dered what he wanted, but did not won¬
der long.
.^You bane get tea and toast on bridge

for mate, damn quick." I was bewildered.
The door slammed and once again I was
alone. Fifteen minutes must have
passed when the door opened again and
in rushed the toughest-looking seaman
I have ever seen. He had only one eye.
Later on I found that he was our first
mate, "One-eyed Gibson," a "blue-noser"
from Nova Scotia, and a man whom it
was not safe to trifle with. Without a
word he stepped into the glory hole,
grabbed my shoulder in a grip of steel,
and yanked me out of my bunk into the
icy water which was awash on the deck.
This was my first introduction to him.
"Get out o' that, you landlubber.

There's no fire in the galley, and I

through the wind: 1'Damn you, you
hell's spawn, keep away from the men
at the wheel or I'll throw you over the
side."

I mumbled my apologies, and fol¬
lowed the mate into the charthouse.
He greedily drank the tea, and in about
four bites disposed of the pieces of
toast. The toast was soaked In salt
water and I inwardly wished that it
would poison him; in fact I prayed that
the ship would sink with all on board.
Such is seasickness.

T managed, somehow or other, to
make my way back to the galley, and
I met my "superior officer" for the
trip, the "cookie." He was about five
feet nothing in height; a shriveled-up
"Welshman about forty-five years old.
He reminded me of a mummy in the

*UKGT. AUTHl'R GUV EMPBY.

want m\ tea on the bridge, and I want
it now, or.ril put out your dead lights."

I meekly answered, "Yes, sir," and
started to put on my v.-et socks. Seeing
this action, shouted. "Never mind that
damned rigging. Get into the galley and
g"t that fire alight."
My feet were blue with the cold and

my teeth were chattering. I timidly
asked. "Where are we. sir?" "With a
iook of contempt, he answered, "We're
outside o' Sandy Hook, bound south for
the Horn, and tike's blowing big guns."
Then he k ft.

1 stepped out of my glory hole onto the
deck. We were dipping our scuppers, and
husre seas were breaking over the weather
side. < >ne minute the after deck would
appear like a steep hill in front of me.
and a horrible churning sound would
come from the racing propeller. Then
the deck would slant away from me and
a loud chug! and a shiver through the
ship us the propeller sank again into the
water.
Benumbed and wet from the icy spray,

I managed to steer a course to the com-
panionway, and dragged myself to the
upper deck. A sailor was in the galley
and had started a fire. The fchip was
rolling, pitching and lurching. In that
galley it sounded like a bombardment.
Pots and pans were rattling in their
racks; a few of them had fallen out, and
were basing each other around the deck.
Cold and miserable, I crouched in the

corner, keeping myself from falling by
holding on fo the. rail in front of the
stove.
The sailor took compassion on me. and

made the toast and tea. How he did it
was a marvel to me, but later on I be¬
came very expert, myself.
Following the "life line.s" on the upper

deck, 1 at last managed to reach the
bridge with my pot of tea and two slices
of toasted bread. There were two men
;.t. the wheel. In the darkness I went up
to them and asked for the mate. They
did not answer. .Just then received a

resouding smack on the back which made
my teeth rattle, and that dreaded gruff
voice of the mate reached my cars

Museum of Natural History in Central
Park. If he had ever smiled I am sure
that his face would have cracked. It
seemed frozen into one perpetual
scowl. He gave one look at me and
let out a howl.
."Blast my deadlights, an* this 'ere
(pointing to me) is what I'm to work
with on this bloomin' passage. I'm
lucky, I am, not 'arf, T ain't." He looked
like some gorilla. The rolling of the
ship alfocted him not in the least. He
seemed to sway and bend with even*
movement of the ship.
Th<* next two or three days were a

horrible nightmare to me. How I lived
thro\igh them I do not know. I had a
deadly fear of the cook. As soon as
he found out that I could not even boil
water without burning it, he started in
to make my life a misery. He had a
habit of carrying a huge butcher knife
in his belt. Between meals he would
sit down on a bench and constantly feel
the edge, at the same time telling me
Avhat an expert he was at carving.
Later on I found that there was a rea¬
son for his carrying this knife. He
and the crew were at dagger-points, he
never daring to go forward except in
case of necessity, and then he was
careful always to carry his butcher
knife. Down in my heart I realized that
if the occasion should arise he would
not be backward in demonstrating his
art of carving on his opponent. That
Welshman was no better cook than I
was, and the crew soon became aware
of this fact; hence their hostility.
The Cushko was a "lime-juicer,"

sailing under* the English flag. The
skipper was a "lime-juicer/' the first
mate a "blue-noser," the first engineer
a Scotchman, while the cr?w whs com-
pomposed of Spaniards, Italians,
S«4uareheads. Finns, Swedes and Rus¬
sians. The bos'n was Irish, and a firm
believer in home rule. A worse gang of
cutthroats could hardly be conccived;
a nice, polite bunch they w<?re. Believe
me. Kill and I had our troubles.
Bill and I were the only two Ameri-

cans on board. The engineer's men-
man was a Prussian, Karl Tatzner, bv
name. I nicknamed him "Fritz." He
was only twenty years old. but was
clumsy, strong: as an ox, and about
six feet tall.
After weathering the sale, we at last

came into the gulf stream, and off the
coast of Florida It was warm and
Pleasant.
I found that my duties were to peel

spuds, wash pots and pans, and be a

regular "fetch and carry" for the cook.
JJy office hours were from six bells In
the morning (3 o'clock) until four
bells at night (10 o'clock). X was

greasy and filthy at all times, having
nothing but salt water to wash In, and
this would not cut the grease. Bill had
it much easier than I. I had murder in
my heart and vowed to "jump ship" at
the first port we put In to.

?
* *

After nine or ten days we came

alongside at Castries, St. Lucia, Brit¬
ish West Indies, to coal ship. At this
port the men believed in woman suf¬
frage. Long lines of half-naked black
women, with huge baskets of coal on

their heads, passed up the forward
gangplank, dumped their load of coal
into the open bunkers, and left the
ship by the after gangway. Before
leaving the ship the fourth engineer
save each one a little brass check,
which later on she would turn In to
the coaling company for an English
penny. hile the women were work¬
ing, the men would sit around the dock
smoking cigarettes.
The natives at St. Lucia had a. great

appetite for salt pork. I soon got wise
to this fact and traded about a half
a barrel of pork for limes, guava jelly,
bay rum and alligator pears. If the
steward or rook had caught me I
would never be writing this story. The
women threw the pork into their dirty
coal baskets, and upon reaching the
dock gave it to their husbands or
sweethearts, who would immediately,
without washing it, devour it. They
¦poke In a Jibbering patois which I
could not understand. Some of them
could speak pretty good English. The
kids, averaging from seven to fifteen
years, were running around naked, or
diving off the dock for pennies which
we threw overboard.
About two hours before sailing from

¦St. Lucia, a little fellow about fifteen
years of age came to the entrance of
the galley, and in fair English told
Bill and me a pathetic story of in¬
human treatment which would have
melted hearts of stone. He wanted
us to stow him away on the ship. I
was agreeable, but Bill warned me
that this was a very grave offense
against tho English board of trade
laws, the maximum penalty being
fourteen years' Imprisonment. I did
not wish to Incur this risk, therefore,
would not listen to the entreaties of
the young negro, explaining to him
the penalty of the board of trade laws
Lpon hearing this, a cunning look,
which at the time did not appear sig¬
nificant to me. came Into his eyes, and
lie told me that if I would stow him
away, "see how easy it will be for
you." He would do all of my work,
and all I would have to do would be
to sit on the superstructure and let
my feet hang. I thought tills was
worth risking fourteen years for so
fell in with the plan. Bill, objecting all
the time.
The ventilators had been unshipped

while the coaling was going on. and

«rel?v ylnsr aft on th« POOP deck.
Watching our chance we sneaked aft
and hid the little fellow in one of the
ventilators, warning him, upon pain of
death, not to make a sound until the
ship was well under way. To say that
I was nervous is putting it mildly.

?

We cleared St. Lucia and were soon

at sea. The islands of Martinique, St.
Lucia and Barbados were tiny gray
dots on the horizon, when an Italian
sailor, Louis Maranto, went aft to ship
tho ventilators. In a few minutes he
came rushing forward with terror in
his eyes. As he passed the galley I
stopped him and asked what was the
matter. All he could gasp out was

"Mary of God. a devil ees on da ship"
"One-eyed Gibson." seeing his terror
Vent aft with him and soon we could
see him coming forward leading our
little stowaway by the e3r. The little
negro was howling blue murder, and
the curses of the mate snapped like
a wireless message. Luckily for me
the mate stopped at the galley and
said. Keep your eye on this black
skunk until I can take him before the
old man.'" For five minutes I put all
my power of entreaty into my voice,
and prayed the stowaway to stick by
me; to swear that he came aboard of
his own volition. He promised to do so
Then the mate came after him and
took him before the captain. During
this fifteen minutes of interview I
lived in an agony of torment and sus¬
pense. The little fellow came back
with a smile on his face and I knew
things were all right He told me that
the captain had shipped him at a

shilling a month for the passage For
two days he was detailed to help me

ir,.* M"ey',°,nd 1 llvod th« llfe Of a

prince. We nicknamed him "Monday."
the day that he came on board. His
real name was Charles Tasima Benn
On the fourth day Monday, after

peeling a bucket of spuds, while I was
reading and smoking, he threw down
his knife, and, with a cunning- leer In
a commanding tone told mo to Vet
busy and complete the task; that he
wished to rest. I started in to "bull-
i Ze, *him* but he sIniPly held his
hand in my direction, Angers extend-

ed, and in a majestic voice informed
me:
"From now on, work for the Ameri¬

can I will not. I tell Meester Captain
American Monday stowed away,
Meester American to preeson go four¬
teen years British government." I
nearly fainted. Prom that time Bill
and I were Monday's abject slaves. We
even waited on him personally. Any
article in my possession that Monday
desired was his for the asking. The
steward wormed the secret out of Mon¬
day, and I was also his slave. BUI and
I spent a life of hell on board.
After getting* into the tropics lime

juice was issued daily to the crew to
k®«P away scurvy. The food wag hor¬
rible. The pork was rotten; in fact,
on the head of one of the salt pork
casks was stamped "Inspected 18S3."
The crew were on the verge of mu¬
tiny.
Then we reached the eastern entrance

or the straits and it was blustery and
cold. The captain attempted to nego¬
tiate the straits one bright moonlight
night. After about three hours the
moon disappeared and we went on the
rocks, knocking a big hole in the side
of the ship, and only quick and efficient
us from sinking. They dropped a huge
sail over the side, covering the hole,
work by the carpenter and crew saved
The boats were put over the side and
we expected the ship every minute to
founder. Next day we were towed into
Punta Arenas, and after two weeks
the ship was again made seaworthy.

*
* *

At Talcahuana we shipped twenty-
eight Spaniards, or "hombres," as we

called them, to work the cargo. This
doubled my work, and I prayed that I
would die. It was nothing but misery
to me. I must have peeled-eleven mil¬
lion barrels of spuds; in fact I never

turned in before six bells at night and
had to turn out at six bells in the
morning.
After touching at thirteen ports on

the west coast, discharging our cargo,
we left for a little island called Lobas,
where we were to take 011 a cargo of
guano. While working this cargo it
was misery for every one on board;
the strong ammonia from the guano
made our eyes red and watery, and we

could, only breathe by wrapping big
handkerchiefs around our noses and
mouth. The wind was constantly
blowing and guano was even in our

food.
JThen, coming back, we touched at
Valparaiso, Chile. To me death seemed
easier than the homeward-bound voy¬
age, so one night Bill and I slid down
the anchor chain and swam to a

"bumboat" lying near us. We gave the
Chileno $4 to row us ashore. He did
so. Dripping wet we crawled up onto
the stone quay and made tracks for the
town. We found that the dock was

inclosed by a tall iron fence. At the
gate were two customs officers, who
immediately put us under arrest. Bill
and I had $20 in gold between us, and,
as is usual In South America, it was a

simple matter to bribe the customs of¬
ficials to let us through. This cost us

half of our fortune, but we did not
care. Freedom was worth all of it.
We were well into the town and

feeling secure when we were held up
by a Chilean gendarme, who looked
like a walking arsenal. This cost us $2
more for our freedom. He left us in a

hurry and went around the block. We
liald walked about- Ave minutes when,
bang! another gendarme. This cost us

$4. After leaving him we were more
cautious, hiding our remaining money
in my shoe. Again we were arrested.
We said we had no mdney, and were

haled into the presence of the "com¬
mandants of -police." He had 178
medals on his chest and 4,000 yards of
gold braid on his collar and cuffs. He
had us searched, but did not find the
money. Very much disappointed, in
broken English he informed us that
our ship was to sail at 4 o'clock the
next morning, and that if he found us

in Valparaiso we would be sent to the
mines.
Shivering and trembling we wended

our way back to the dock and hunted
around for a boatman. Bribing him
with our remaining money he at last
brought us alongside, just before the
gangplank was lifted. The black smoke
was pouring from the single funnel of
the Cushko. Then we went before the
captain, and he "logged" us £10 C$50)
ea ch.
On our homeward-bouhd passage we

went around the Horn and ran into a

gale. The bos'11 mutinied. Old "One-
eyed Gibson" came behind him and
laid him low with e marlinspike. Then,
carrying him anpidships. he chained
him to the iron steps leading to the
bridge. He remained this ^*ay for a

day and a half, exposed to cold and
Icy wind. Strict orders were passed
through the ship that no one was to

approach him. That night, under cover
of darkness, Bill and I sneaked him a

steaming pot of stew, and some hot
coffee. If he had lived, we would,
through this one action, have gained a
true friend for life. From exposure he
contracted pneumonia and died. He
was burled at sea. The carpenter sew¬

ed him in a sack, and tying an old iron
wheel to his feet, placed him on a

plank, and while the captain read a

rough burial service the plank was

tilted, and the body of the bos'n went
down to rest in Davy Jones' locker.

?
* *

The first port we touched at the
consul's flag was hoisted at the fore¬

mast. and a bleary-eyed, half-drunken
little old man came on board and was

closeted with the captain for about an

hour. When he came out he was stag¬
gering, and his eyes, if possible, were

more bleary. The captain lined the

crew up. and the consul, in a thick and
guttering- voice, asked the crew If the
bos'n had died from natural causes*
Ninety per cent of the men could not
understand what he said, and a silence
prevailed. At sea silence means con¬
sent. I butted in and said "No." I wan
standing next to the mate. I felt that
gorillalike harsd of his pinching the
back of my neck, and I nearly fainted,
rhen the consul went over the side
into his boat, and was soon pulling for
the shore. We lifted anchor and the
port was left behind.
Half way up the coast wo ran out

of fresh water and had to drink oon-
aensed water from an old squeaky con¬

densing engine. It was brackish and
sickening. I would have sold my soul

\r
one °* clear, cold water.

Monday became tyrannical and un¬
bearable. and it was up to Bill and ma
to devise some scheme to keep him in
check.
Through listening to Monday's

stories. I knew that he was very su¬
perstitious and believed in magic, op
"zobi." as he called it.
Bill told him that my father In Amer«

lea was a great medicine man and that
I was gifted with magic.
While loading guano at Lobas, ths

fourth engineer had gone on a shoot¬
ing trip and killed several huge peli¬
cans. He skinned these and gave mi
one of the skins. Bill and I worked a
scheme. That morning a little black
bird fell on the deck, and I picked it
up and took it to my glory hole. It
"was in a dying condition. I told Bill
that that night, about 10 o'clock, I
would kg aft on the poop deck with
the Pelican's skin down my back, ani
with my face smeared with black*
would do a mystic dance. He was to
take Monday and hide behind the ven¬
tilator. and while I was doing my war
dance he would explain to Monday that
J was in communication with my
rather, the great American medicine
man.
He did this, and it make quite a hit.

The next morning Monday came to me.
and. bowing low. requested a token, as
he called It; a message from my father.
I promised to give him one, but we
were sure up aaainst It. Then I
thought of the little black bird in my
erlory hole, and the solution was at
hand. I very solemnly informed Mon¬
day that at g o'clock that night my
father would send a message to me in
the form of a little land bird. All day
Monday kept away from me, adoration
and awe in his eyes. Bill and I imme¬
diate y repaired to the glory hole, and
certainly took tender care of that bird,
praying that it would live until ft
0 clock.
About ten minutes to 8 I put on

and sneaked aft with ths
little bird, placed it on the steering
gear and commenced my mystic dance.
1 chanted a little song: "Oh, Father,
greatest of medicine men, a token is
desired for the esteemed friend of your

Thin ir' aend rae thls «oken.-
Then. with a few mystic grunts. I b.-
seecned Bill and Monday to com. and

btfni-Ve=ff ,"ke"- Monday came trem¬
bling aft and I pointed to th. little
black bird which was weakly gasping
Its last, but it saved the day for us.

}¦..? honor<><l and respected that
little bunch of black feathers. Curious

i7.?C\r at Monda>' would do, we left
'fe s*t by the bird for over an

hour, chanting in that weird, sing-son*
patois of the British West Indies From
iiiat time on Monday was our slave

*%
Two days before reaching St, Lucia,

the captain sent for us.' and said that
lie knew that Bill and I had stowed
away Monday, vre, like a couple Of
fish, fell for this and admitted It.
whereupon the captain coolly informed

that we had forfeited all pay allow¬
ances due us for the entire voyage. The
joke of it was that, under the board of
trade laws, the Cushko had to go two
hundred miles out of her way to get to
i)t. Lucia and put Jlondav ashore.
We dressed him in a loner pair of

white pants: the carpenter «ave him
a red vest; Bill placed a derby hat on
his head and he went ashore in a small
boat. When the boat returned we lifted.
anchor, and as St. Lucia again faded'
into the distance we could aee a soli¬
tary little figure on the dock waring
his white pants around his head. He
had removed them upon reaching port,
w e felt a pang of regret a« he faded
out of sight.
After an uneventful trip we went

:nto quarantine in New Tork harbor
At the first sight of the Statue of Lib¬
erty a rush of independence and pa¬
triotism surged through me. and I sat
down on the hatchway and absolutely
refused to work. The captain threat)-
ened to put me in double irons. 1 told
.ilm to go to hell, and do it: that I was
a free American in a free American
P®rt> Rnd I claimed the protection of
the Stars and Stripes, and in accord¬
ance with my rights as a sailor, I de¬
manded the consul's flag to be hoisted
at the foremast. The captain srave m*
a hard look, but wilted.

*

The neit afternoon at S bells I
landed in New Tork, free again. I was
dressed in a pair of blue overalls, bare¬
footed. a Panama hat on my haaL
blacjt as a negro from sunburn, a red
handkerchief around my neck, and

J1® ,a. whlte neglige shirt. On my

in L*. 1 ha<i a Ema" monkey and
in my right hand a wooden cage with a
parrot in It. In m pocket wasVwta
silver, but I did not care. I was again

terr2 *!rmA w,th the Stars and
Stripes floating above me.

I received a wonderful welcome at

ha^skf11 I**8 of th* °Pinion that the
hardships of my cruise were well worth
enduring, in view of the reception I
was receiving.

*

But. of course, all wonders die out
111 nine days, and mine sizzled out like
a wet firecracker on the Fourth of July
and it was up to me to get busy and
find something to do.
This ended my first real adventure.
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Branch of Red Cross Organized to Care for Civilians in Time of War
RS. JONES and her four chil¬
dren, the oldest but ten, are
facing a crisis. John, the old¬
est, !s struggling with his les¬

ions and selling papers after school.
IVTary, the next. is falling behind in her
.lass because of constant headaches,
¦which mother's simple home remedies
fail to cure. Little Billy should be in
kindergarten, but with two children to
keep dressed for school Billy has never
been able to attend. As for the baby,
lie ia down with the croup and refuses
to be content any place but in his
'mother's arm?.

Then, there's the mortgage on the
tiny home, maintained at such a cost of
strength and labor, shortly falling due,
and Mrs. Jonea knows nothing of the
-procedure of such legalities. In addi¬
tion, her husband's hard-fought-for in¬
surance policy will expire unless quick¬
ly renewed, and there are no funds
available.
Ever close at hand is the constantly

rising cost of the barest necessities.
-Coal is high, especially when bought by
the bushel, and even soap, with which
tft keep the Jlttle tots and the clothes
clean, goes up all the time, while the
ever increasing prices for food bring
Xurr.ows tor Mrs. Jones forehead. As she
goes doggedly about her task of keep¬
ing the home together, she feels that
life is indeed a serious problem and one
not easily solved.

*
* «

Her one d^ering thought is that
thousands et mile3 away in the uni¬
form of ar infantryman her husband
Is lighting behind the Stars and Stripes
tor hie eountrr.
Of Lojrsc "ilia,' Jones"'ia'merely aa

example, "while the family may be
large or small an^i the husband in
any one of the various branches of
l'nc!e Sam's service. But the case is
typical of some ihousands of such in¬
stances which have arisen during tht
present war and have resulted in fho
establishment of a far-reaching, com¬
prehensive organization which will
undertake to keep intact the homes
of the men who have answered tho
call to the colors. This new phase of
war work is being? undertaken by the
American Red Cross through its de¬
partment of civilian relief and the re¬
cently organized home service section
of each chapter.
When Uncle Sam began increasing?

his fighting forces it was intended that
as far as possible no man would be
accepted with dependents who would
as a result be deprived of the necessi¬
ties of life. And while that plan was
In the main successful, it is neverthe¬
less probable that with a military es¬
tablishment numbering 1,500,000 there
may be 75,000 families which will be
materially affected in their standards of
home ltfe In consequence of the loss of
the man of the house.
Under the direction of W. Frank Per¬

sons. director general of the depart¬
ment of civilian relief of the American
Red Cross, this branch of Red Cross
work is designed to safeguard the nor¬
mal development of the families In
health, in education, in employment
and in ideals of *elf-help »nd self-re¬
liance. The earnest and sympathetic
help of home service sectfons through¬
out the country will reach the families
of men in all branches of the American
service.the ltegular Army, the Na¬
tional Guard, the National Army, sail¬
ors, men of the aviation corps, engi¬
neers and men and women attached to
hospital units as norses, doctors, order¬
lies and ambulance drivers. It v.iK
also rcach families of soldiers of

of the allied forces living in this coun¬

try, and ¦with the families of civilians
who hav«5 been wounded or killed as

the direct result of war activities, as,
for example, through lh«* torpedoing
of a merchantman by a submarine.
The work "vvill be undertaken by the

8.000 Ked <"'rot»s chapters throughout
tlie country, through the establishment
of home service sections of civilian re¬

lief committees, the Jptter being a veil

organized part of each chapter for sev¬

eral years, j'he work of these chapters
\Vill he supervised by division directors
or civilian relief, recently appointed,
there being one in each of the thirteen
Red Cross divisions in the United
States. In every instance the persons
cho3ert as directors were appointed on

account ot special qualifications which
enable them to approach the work
from the standpoint of the experi¬
enced and trained social service work¬
er. instead of as well meaning but in¬
experienced beginners. These division
directors are:
New England division (Contort).Mrs. Wil¬

liam H. Lothrop, president of the American
Annoclation for Organizing Charity; Atlantic
dlrislon (New York).Alexander M. Wilson,
formerly of the medical department of the Uni¬
versity of PeqgRrlrania, and iu the depart¬
ment of public charities iu New York city:
Pennsylvania division (Philadelphia) J. Byroa
Deacon, a leader among social workers in
i lttabtirgh for the. past Ave yenra, formerly

i.*?iety for the Prevention
or Tubereulogln in * Pennsylvania; Potomac di¬
vision (Washington).J. W. Magruder a
prominent member of the national conference of
ao«-*lal work; for

_
t«u year* bead of one of

th« leading: social agencies of Baltimore*
southern divislo/i »Atlanta)--Joseph C. Lc*au

for years a promi¬nent Mortal worker in that city and state*
glL d,JU!SU1H ,N>W. 0'*-»«)-Emnmet,Uw:

Uwysr and member of
r laVir^' ph&lrraan of th«

fhlrT^. I »»"> Baltimore
t hapter of the Bed <rotw<: Jukf division
'Cleveland) Jmui~ f. iWr. r.
letauc* -uf Cluiitu?*(*-
iuail>ui., Ou-y, ani us&ociate director of the

Ohin fcta»e I^tit.utc for Public FSlcien'-y; has
l»eon widely active in the '.-antral west as ®n
organizer of »'>mmunity activities; Mintbvest-
t-rn division «St. I,nuisj.Alfred Fairbank. until
recently tecrctary of the board of children's

W. FRANK PERSONS,
Director sfnerai, departmeat of civil*

lan relief, Red Croats*

guardians. St. Louis, and a leader of aacial
progress In that city and state; mountain di¬
vision (Denver).Mi«a Gertrude Vaile. one of
the foremost executives i>t public charity work
in tin?- m irited tstate*. uwi recently' superin¬
tendent oi public charities tit iteuver, Cut.;

northwestern division <Seattle).P. P. Foisie,
formerly superintendent of the CambridgeSettlement House at Cambridge. Mass., recentlyattached to the national headquarter* of tft'e
Red Cross; Pacific division (Sau Francisco)
('. T. O'Connor, an authority on civilian relief
along the Mexican border, and for three yearsassistant director of the lied Cross department
of chapters: northern division (Minneapolisi
Frank J. Bruno, who has had wide experience in
the administration of social work in New York
city, Minneapolis and Colorado Springs, Col.:
central division (Chicago!.T. J. Ed®;iuds is
from Cincinnati, where be has been a leader
in social work, lie hud important assignmentsfor tho Red Cross in directing emergency relief
in the wake of sixty-three disaster:}, mostly
cyclones, which visited the middle west for a
brief period beginning March 11 last.

*

That the need of such work as is be¬
ing rendered by the home service sections
throughout the United States is impera¬
tive, was emphasized by Mr. Persons,
who declared that despite the care used
to select men without dependents, there
will be many homes in which, except for
prompt, sympathetic and capable help,suffering will result during the absence
of the men at the front or on the seas.

"Families which ordinarily would be
hard put to it by an attack of sickness,the sudden need for an operation, the loss
of a Job, the advent of either birth or
death, now. without the judgment and
counsel of the man of the household, are
unable, to cope with the difficulties beset¬
ting them," he said. "During tho stress
of war, with its rising cost of food, its
industrial changes, its uncertainties in
living conditions, the home is handicap¬ped Dy the withdrawal of the very per¬
son upon whom at such a time it would
depend most for aid in solving its prob¬
lems.

"Usually the man of the household has
neen accustomed to transact all of the
more important business of the home.
Tie it is who knows what to do when the
nuoritjige matures, when, the insurance
policy expires, when it becomes uecebsary

to move Into another neighborhood, or
when the oldest boy is graduated from
school and needs to be started in the right
sort of job. Without his advice the be¬
wildered family makes mistakes, and the
home is faced with danger and disaster.
"Home service is the work of helping

such families to solve the problems con¬
fronting them, and of aiding them to
adapt themselves to the exigencies of
war times. It. is a service which re¬
quires a general acquaintance with
economic and social conditions, a prac¬
tical knowledge of social service work,
together with a sympathetic under¬
standing of the needs of people and
gre;it delicacy In handling perplexing
and often difficult situations.
"And not only is such a service im¬

portant because of the immediate wel¬
fare of these families, but because when
the soldiers ant! sailors return from the
war the families intrusted to the care
of the Red Cross should be found to
have maintained, as lar ax it is hu¬
manly possible, the essential standards
of life. The men who are upholding
the Ideals of democracy across the
water must not return home to find that
those they love have suffered in con¬
sequence of their patriotism and
loyality to their country."

In no sense of the word is this home
service work to be of an experimental
nature. On!y qualified workers will be
intrusted with the task of assisting
families, and in order that their train^
ing may be in keeping with the par¬
ticular needs of the present situation
the Red Cross has already established
schools where accepted workers in the
service will receive a course of special
instruction. These are known as home
service institutes, and consist of a six-
week training coure, occupying the
full time of the students.
"Home service workers." explained

Mr. Persons, "are called upon to be of
-assistance in epeclflc ways -to- the .fam¬
ilies of soluieia aud sailors. Later they

will be called upon to serve ir. equally
specific ways returned soldiers v.ho have
been crippled in action and for whom
reftnito programs of re-education and in¬
dustrial readjuntmeni will be necessary.
Work of this kind presents important
phases and requires the sure touch of
the trained worker fcr it3 successful ac¬
complishment.

*
* *

"Thera are no fixed standards that c*a

be applied in determining the eligibility
of those who will undertake this work.
It demands the utmost common sense,
facility in human relationship and a

willingness to master the best ways of
rendering genuine human service. It is
not a task for adventurers, pure senti¬
mentalists, the idly curious or those
whose patriotism is emotional only. It
calls for both delicacy and intelligence.
With resources which at best are meager,
only those will be admitted to the insti¬
tutes who will profit by the training, al¬
though no potentially successful home
service worker must be omitted."
Just what the worker who under¬

takes the task of caring for the
families -of soldiers and sailors may be
called upon to do. is a question too far-
reacHing in its possibilities to answer.
But even of the well defined eventuali¬
ties which are sure to confront her,
there are a score. It means more than
merely tiding a family over a time of
ilnancial stress, of sending a doctor, or
securing legal help. It means a careful
watch over the health, mentally, moral¬
ly and physically, of the children, of
keeping the mother of the little flock
well and sound. And it means, in par¬
ticular, guarding against an increase
in tAibfereutesis:
Tad experience uf foreign countries,

especially of France, in this war, in¬
dicates the possible rapid spread of
this disease. It also means explaining
lessons to children behind in their
classes, seeing: that children in need oC
medical attention actually receive it,
even if it means that the home service
worker accompany the child. It mean*
an ability to understand the child who
is just beginning- to be wayward and
disobedient, giving: to both children and
grown-ups an opportunity for a good
time, not as war-time dependents, but
in their own natural way, of finding:
the right jobs for the boys, and of
giving that sympathetic encouragement
which comes l'rom a friend with ths
families, best interests at heart.
But to the same extent that the homs

service worker's task implies all this, it
aleoentails a similar number of "don'ts**
which unless rigorously adhered to will
precipitate many a chance for real help
into the abyss of failure. For, as th*
Red Cross points out. the worker must
not forget that the hopes and plans of ths
family to be helped are more important
than any which the home service worker
miglit want in order to make her report
or her record complete. The worker is
toid: "Don't overwhelm people with
Questions before they have had a chance
to say what they want to say. Don't sn«
courage children to talkabout things that
concern their elders. Don't discuss ths
affairs of a family with any outsider.
Don't fail to discover whether there to
immediate and urgent need of relief and
to make some temporary provision for
supplying it,"
So. just as the scieuce of war has been

brought to the biggest point, so, too, havs
the myriad by-products of the great con¬
flict. While American men are fighting
on land and sea. their wives and chil¬
dren, mothers and fathers will be oarsd'
for. not merely because it is a welooms
duty, but in a spirit of desire to hfela
t!»em fwlffll th*!r destinies.a dehire to
keep safe for the man at the treat hi£
dearest of all possessions.hia hon;*-


